Oxford Street building* e<This is Mrs Cousins/3 Andre
introduced me to the principal, "who wants to get o
the stage and earn her living because she has a delicat
husband."
The school was called the John Thornham Drama
tic Academy, but John Thornham, who was suppose<
to teach modern comedy, rarely appeared. When h<
did pay one of his infrequent visits, he spent the greater
part of it sleeping in an arm-chair. The real wo^k was
done by Angela Marx, a brilliant Shakespearian actress.
There were twenty pupils, most of them the children
of well-off families, and only three of them showing
the slenderest sign of talent. How the rest came to be
at the school presented an almost insoluble riddle.
Families, of course, create legends about their members.
But could the most fertile imagination have conceived
as an actor the wooden young man with the tooth-
brush moustache who was incapable of reading a para-
graph of the Daily Mail with expression ? Yet he duti-
fully appeared every morning and ploughed his way
through his set lines of Shakespeare without once raising
or lowering his intonation. It was easier to under-
stand the presence of Juanita, the Spanish girl with the
huge beak of a nose and the little whisper of a voice.
With a long-fringed shawl over her head and castanets
in her hands she must have been an outstanding figure
in an after-dinner drawing-room charade. One could
hear the admiring exclamations stepping on each other's
heels: "But, of course, Juanita's made for the stage,'9
<<ItslI be a crime if she isn't trained." Francine, fair
and lovely, had obviously been sent because it was only
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